
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This above all, to thine owne felfebe true. 

And it murt follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farewell, my blefling feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moll humbly doe I take my leave my Lord, 

Tol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
Whac I have laid to you. 

Ophel. 'Tis in my memory Iockt, 

And you your felfe lball keep the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes. 

P el. What is’t Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleale you,lomething touching the Lord Hamlet 

Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very ofc of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous* 

If it be fo, as (o ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe lb cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

Whatis between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affe&ion ! pub, youfpeake like a gteene girle, 
Unfifted in fuchperillous circuinftance: 

Doe you beleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke. 

P o/. Marry I will teach you, think your felfea babie, 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay, 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the windeof the poore phrafe ) 
yV rong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fafhion. 

< Pol. I,fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel. And hath given countenance to his fpeech. 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven. 




f met of Demmrke: . 

tf . ratc h Wood-cockes ; I do know 
M *£ burnes how prodigall thefoule 
Whf the Woo^ ^ ? ^ bla s daughter 

i^ s c ^ ore lfgbt than heat ; extind xnboth, 

GiVin Cheir promile, as it is a making, 

Eve" mtw p forfire . trornt his time 

yC ?methingfcanterofyourrnaiden prefence, 

* our entreatments ata higher rate 
Summand to parley; for Lord Hamlet. 

Sleeve fo much in him, that hew young, 

K with a larger tedder may he walke 
msv be given you : in few Ophelta , 

St beleeve his vowes, for they are Br°^ ers * 

Not of that dyewhich their inveftments (hew, 

M meere implorators of unholy lints. 

Breathing like fanftified land pious bonds. 

The better to beguile : this is for all, . 

j would not, in plaine termes,from this time forth 
Have vou fo flander any moments lei lure. 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke°too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Othel. I fhall obey-my Lord. , 

‘ Enter Hamlet, Horatio ,and Marcellw . 

Ham. The aire bites fbrewdly, it is very cold. 

Bora. It i s nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Bora. I thinke it lacks of twelve. 

A/<?r.No, it isftrooke. . 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not ; it then drawes neere the \ eafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. A flourish of Trttnt* 
What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and trvo pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke to night, and takes his rowfe, 

Keepes waflell, and the fwaggering up-fpring reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhcnifh dowrie. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Horct, Is it a enftome ? 

Ham. I marry is’t, 
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